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Kate Carew Raids Music Hall on Trait of Leoncavallo, the Composer
Tfnterviewer Find, the Rotund MaW of "PaglkLcci" Sandwiched Betwean

. Ragtime and Trapeze Act at the London Hippodrome, and Hears
from Him of Hie Favorite Modern Music Hi Own and --

f Alto of Hie Admiration for the "American Voice" "

AWord About HU Forthcoming Opera,
Bk. bIsHt sslsslsslsslsslsB'

"RAGTIME! IT IS NOT MUSIC IT

By KATE CAREW.
was the sign In large electric

THIS over the theatre the
Hippodrome, to be precise

which lured me to a lively linguistic
combat:

ZINGARI!!!
New Grand Opera

Composed and conducted person-
ally by

LEONCAVALLO
American Rag Time AND

LEONE
in her great Trapeze Act.

Around the corner, at the Coliseum an-

other sign glared Into the night: SARAH
BERNHARDT THE TRAINED SEALS
and THE FLICKERGRAPH and. fur-

ther on. SIR HERBERT BEERBOHM
TREE.

Oh, Art! Illusive spectre, where art
thou atT

Thus I pondered, standing outside the
theatre, nobly mackintoshes, umbrellered
and galoshed to keep out the rain. Rain
and Tog are purely British institutions
we only think It rains on Broadway, they
know It rains over here. Personally I
prefer an Impressionistic and poetic fog
One can be anything In a fog (even Jour-
nalism assumes mystic proportions), and
one does feel so whimsically

(say that fast If you can. my
dears) Now, where was IT These fogs
are so confusing! I'm always losing my- - I

self In them. Oh. yes- - There was I
hub urauimut oi me unreal- -

lty of fogs I mean of Life and trying
to reconcile my Ideas of
Art and the environment
of the Artist to the present epidemic of
Great Ones now ragtag In the London
music balls.

Sr gathering my raincoat and my cour-
age about me, I decided then and there
to Uard the great Leoncavallo in tls den.
and find out WHY thi composer of the
immortal "PagUacd" should be reduced
to sandwiching In a premiere production
of a new grand opera between a Rag Time
Act and a lady of the ballet Scurry-
ing to the stage door, I tried to pry
my way through an exdtable throng of
men and women of all nations. Into the
presence of ths stage doer keeper.

GAINED FIVE YARDS WITH HER.
My dears, I blush to tell it but if a

cute, little, obliging acrobat hadn't mis-

taken your dignified Auntie for Leone
the Lady of the Trapeze playfully lifted
me quite off my feet, and tidily planked
me down inside the door. Td still be
wedging my way a TwasTi most start-
ling and embarrassing entran v Good-

ness knows what that doorkeeper that
supercilious custodian of dressing-roo-

In""1'" and morals thought as he bent
his beetling "brow Meekly
1 asked If he would send my name to
Elgnof Leoncavallo, timidly stating that
X had an appointment with

"Write grunted His Mighti-
ness, with a contemptuous sniff, and he
shoved a pencil toward ma with a look
tnatihowed he could have killed me for
my temerity. When X pushed my modest
callgraphy over the counter, he growled:

"Full Turner
"As full as T can make It" I answered

desperately. ' ,

"Mlss or Mann," he muttered.
"Miss," I stammered apologetically, and

duns to the railing for support
"Huh " he grumbled suspldouslyj

tfk 'ex alone to twenty-bight- 1 and an--

IS MERELY A VIOLENT N0I8E."

other equally terrifying person clutched
me by the arm. I was about to shriek
for help, picturing the mysterious laby-
rinth toward which I was being rapidly
perambulated as a sort of lethal chamber
for the slow extinguishing of an the Aunt
Kates of the world. I frantically went
over my virginal sins, with grim visions
of Edgar Allan Poe s&story of the Inquisi-
tion plucking at my agonized memory
when plunk! right into a smiling and
pleasant-voice- d Italian we bumped and
with a sigh of relief I collected my scat-
tered wits and prepared to coll the
thoughts of the great Leoncavallo.

RIGHT INTO THE PRESENCE.
The smiling Italian proved to be a

sort of person who as-

sured me that in one "momenta" BIgnor
Leoncavallo would receive me then a
deep, resonant voles thundered from the
room beiond. "Entrater which means
"Come in." And your trembling little rel-

ative was ushered into the presence of the
great Maestro.

BIgnor Leoncavallo sat In state, entirely
surrounded by himself.

BIgnor Leoncavallo Is a, famous com- -
poser, that Is agreed he Is Incidentally a j

rotund composer nay more Slgnor Leon--
cat alio Is a fat a very fat composer. As
the preliminary Introductions were being
accomplished I took a furtive bird's-ey- e

view of the celebrated musician and
found that his most fascinating feature
was a tangled silvered mass of silky hair,
which rippled In superabundance from a
brow of peculiar narrowness and height
His smfllL brlffht eveM. se rfhfr rTn.
together, were hazel in hue and possessed
oji tie innocent candor of a child. There

nothing illusive or cesthetlo In his
personality. He sat placidly smiling a be
nignant welcome at me whilst he waved
a pudgy hand in the direction of a neigh-
boring chair. Just then, to ray dismay.
the interpreter-secretar- y began bowing
himself discreetly away.

"Ob, don't go," I exclaimed, mentally
catching the hapless gentleman by nls
flyj coatulla he was about
pear through the door. T can't be left
alone with this seething mass of Italian
verbosity It isn't fair.

HAD ONE ANGLO-SAXO- PHRA8E.
Tou see the Maestro by this time was

pleasantly prattling to your Auntie In a
language which sounded something like
Mass on a Sunday morning, but all it
conveyed to my unhappy ears was "MIo
musica grandloso! mlo muslca splendldo,
mlo muslca magnincono, bombasts,

rattlstlco. How do you dor That
was the one phrase in English with which
he was evidently familiar.

I visibly shrank under this vqlley.
"Pariar ItaUano!" suddenly asked the

great Maestro exdtably, interrupting him-

self in his panegyrics on his own music
"Do you apeak Italian!" repeated the

interpreter, raising his voice and arms
louder and higher than his master's.

"No," I confided apologetically, and,
barricading myself behind my sketch-
book, I awaited the next attack from the
enemy. There was a cessation in verbal
hostilities for a moment and to relieve
the tension I plucked up courage to In-
quire of the Interpreter;

"What do you I mean, what does the
Maestro consider the main essentials
necessary to make the successful com-
poser of serious muslo nowadays!"

"Ah. ha" a Machiavellian ouestlon
that for Leon promptly launched forth
In a bombastic tirade which sounded like
an anatomical treatise or something of
the sort

"Brain?" be thundered, pounding hi
massive trow in a manner by no
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"Heart." he continued, pommel!
lln the oiaee wnere jus ow "i" -- u iuiui. o -- -

hava been. "Those are what make the
great composer. .

"And money!" 1 Interrupted, meekly.
thinking of ail tha Paquln frocks I could

fciiv with the one week's salary drawn by

the great Maestro, lor "personally com-

posing and conducting" his grand operas
in a musle hall. e wavru m
a minor matter, too unimportant for dis-

cussion.

"uin rood for some, no doubt, he
mmM. on ueond thought. "" little
nan ometimes necessary but tor
ths genius!" hs exclaimed, "it exists not- -

Real art is above the lure of gold it does
sot depend upon the standards set by a
superficial and ignorant society. As I
said before, It la a matter of brains and
heart." He again thumped himself upon

the left side of his now agitated person,
but not so hard as before.

"Don't hurt yourself,"' I warned, sym-

pathetically. r

AN UNAPPRECIATED WAR NINO.

"Cha cosa ceT" snapped the mighty
Leon, which means, "What do you sayT"

and hurriedly pocketing my sitrulstlo
sympathies for his bodily welfare I con-

tinued my questions.
"Would you mind explaining how much

heart and how much intellect are required.
In conjunction to produce the great com
poser!" I ventured, for not possessing a
sound musical education myself and hav-
ing once been told by a musical seaiot
friend of mine that muslo wad the least
brainy of arts on account of its emotional
appeal for In the creation of harmonies
one need not necessarily linger wltnm
any given Intellectual radius for inspira-
tion I was naturally curious to see how
closely my friend's views coincided with--l

Leoncavallo's recipe for greatness; Per-
sonally, I can read a 'book or took at a
picture, and so can you. my dears, and
experience the highest mental pleasure,
but when one hears the band strike up
"Dixie Land" or Chopin's "Funeral
March" one could Just laugh or weep: at
least that s how your Aunt Kate feels
about It

I explained ail this to the Maestro
through his human gramophone, much to
his interest, though my horror grew as I
realized the apparent rudeness of the ob-

servation. However, he took it all quite
good naturedly, and I breathed again.

"I think the heart is a most important
Item." volunteered His Composershlp, "for
feeling Is the greatest propelling power

toward the working out of a musical
Idea, tempered, of course, by technique
and art. Now, I am not considered a
good conductor, few composers are: that
Is. in conducting their own works. For
my own part. I am so anxious to get It
over that I fear I am apt to hasten the
tempo sometimes when it should be re
tarded, simply in my nervous anxiety to
anticipate the last bar. Yes. It Is FEEL-
ING, tempered by technique and art," he
murmured musingly.

"Which is Elimination and Selection." I
gurgled glibly, thinking it rather a neat
definition of the Inexorable Muse.

The retort passed unnoticed. Slgnor
Leoncavallo went on rather touehlngly.
"After all. who is the greaterthe creator
or the interpreter! (The secretary-perso- n

preened himself at these words.) WHICH
is the greater artist! When I hear my
Rldl PagUacd (Canto's Lament) rendered
as Caruso once was capable of rendering
It was I not then only the means, and
the singer the whole! for what does the
crowd care about la Pauvera Piccolo
Composltore!"

That, my children, means "the poor
little composer" I gazed in awe at this
mammoth child of genius, and Bobby
Bums's

Oh, wad tone power the glftle gle us
To see oursels as ithers see us"

flashed Into my mind.

NEVIN, M'DOWELL AND HERBERT
'And what do you think of American

mule!" I interjected, hastily, "our SERI
OUS music Nevin. MacDowdl and
Victor Herbert!" I wildly searched the
Carew memory In a vain effort to cudgel '

up other recruits to our musical forces, j

but, aiasi xnen 1 remfmocrea ioai at
thur Nevin wrote a grand opera called
"Twilight" which was ruled off the oper-

atic turf because of Its aesthetic
or eomthlng of that sort and Vic-

tor Herbert's "Natoma," In which Mary
Garden sang' Surely that's a beginning

for better things !" I asked.
"Ah, Nevin," smiled Leoncavallo: "ho

was hardly serious: graceful, yes, even
melodious, but surely he was not an or
chestral writer., as I remember. Now,
Uke y0ur MacDo'well best-f- or the plano'he
wa3 excellent 1 recollect well a concerto

troppo muslcale i d"
"And Victor Herbert!" I wedged In. de-

terminedly.
The Maestro's. smile vanished In a flash.
"Va a writer of opercttes he"
"Ah. but your 'Reglnetta delle Rose! '

I exclaimed, accusingly, "your new comic
opera now running in Milan hasn't It a
lower girl and a hero king Incognito,

who is a tenor, and (this as a crowning
triumph) the waltz the inevitable Merry- -

-
Viennese Waltx!"

Slgnor Leoncavallo grinned. Yes, dears,
he grinned and owned up, waxing rather
proud as the secretary Interpreter ex-
patiated upon Its popularity and the
amount of royalties pouring Into the
Leoncavallo coffers.

iT wrote It as a Joke." explained the
composer, "nothing more: only you must
understand that the delicate art of opera
bouffe is quite lost In n coun
tries. After all, a light and pleasing
comedy, a pretty girl, an ardent lover
and a melody one can hum Ah!" He
flourished his arms rapturously, growing
positively sentimental, as be started to
hum nis wu w um. uiris, can. von
imagine a' ..i..... u. yusionats
love "ditty.

I tried to assume a rapt expression,
but 'twas no use. It was too funny and
too frightening for words. I longed to
hide behind the piano, but I could mi.
ding to my chair and lower my em
barrassed eyes, wjuuag-io- r tne storm to
blow over.

"But" I weakly queried, at last "what
about the greatest asset of the modem
stage, the comedian?"

"Mlo, diol" shouted Leoncavallo aavas--

It. "there is one thing we will not 7in.
in Italy, that U your red nosed comedy
iunauc. yiuv w4v. vu ujo pcu oi tne banan
and sits down on the stags very bard inconsequence." This Is a .literal tran.i.
tlon of the greaymaestro's thought; 1 as-
sure you. "He we accepi sot tor ua he
does not oxlst" ' -

After thi sweepta denouaeemeBt of

tag fun, Xeoqeavallo. complacently leaned
back: fa hU'chalr and awaited my further
catechism.

"And Richard Strauss!" T questioned,
desperately trying to" make musical con-

versation '"Do you consider him a new

prophet or Is It unprofessional' to Jell!"-
"Ah. ah! Straussl Poufl La buffd

trarlaual" minted JtoncavsliOL. ("Tragic
clown girls not a tad title lor a 'new
novel)

"Oh, a sort of musical Bernard Shaw!"
I Queried.

"Shaw who la he! X new composer!"
"In a war. yes," I admitted; "he some--

popular un u ww ..- --

"Hal" exclaimed the great Maestro,

training hard at nlstmemory. "Shaw, Is

it "not. who wrote the libretto for Oscar
8trausss operetta, The Chocolate uoi- -

0161!"
"I think so." I admitted vaguely.
"Oh. I did not care for that," grunted

Leoncavallo. "The music was pretty, but
tha hero wu "Malta raato" "uulta crazy"

tha place contained no spirit of ro-

mance; it was too fragmentary. Shaw is
a German, of course." went on "Leonca
vallo, Innocently. 'The Germans reauy
have no sense of humor." he concluded.

My protest passed unnoticed, for the
explaining excitedly. "Mr.

Shaw is not German"

TRIED TO ACQUIT CM AW.

"He Is a sodallst-- lt comes to the same
thing, doesn't it!" I knew Mr. Bhaw

wouldn't mind, nevertheless L too, made
enw further attempt to dear him of the
German Imputation, but. alas!

The maestro didn't catch my remark;
he was too busy tapping the motif of a
new symphony on the arm of his chair
with one of his heavily upholstered
fingers. After a moment's silence I broke
rudely Into his rhapsodic musings with
all the brutality of a Journalist.

"What is your opinion of the new
French school of muslo!" I asked. "De-
bussy. Charpentler, Ravel and"

Leoncavallo's huge person fairly rippled
with uncontrolled laughter. "Tou ask of
something which does not exist." went on
the composer, more quietly, after his
agitation had subsided. "What is the
French school! An attempt merely to
produce something different from any-
thing else 'atmosphere, they call it a
note changed now and then in the scale,
and there you have It It will not live:
it is already dead. That is my answer "

"But" I asked eagerly, "the muslo of
Bizet s. Massenet!"

"Ah. Bizet: there will never be another
Bizet: but his music is not of the French
school. It is of a school to which all

Tfreat art tsetongs--a universal school. As
.r Massenet He has written two operas,

Porhaps-'Man- on' and Werther'-b- ut onthe whole It U music Irop babllle-t- oo
light: one can plow it away-thu- s." andthe great maestro .blew the imaginary
Massenet off the palm of his
The effect was most leathery.

"And what was your first success!" Iasked, "When did you. first win your
laurels J"

The maestro's-fac- glowed like a rising
sun In enthusiastic effulgerce, "Justtwenty yean ago," he exclaimed, "when
myPaxliacci'.was first produced In' Italy.
Before that I was like all the others- -a
struggling nobody. I rested In the house
of Riccordl for years, and was ignored;
then I finished my PaB1lace. and left
the bouse of Riccordl to go to Sonsogno
(the two rival muslo publishing' firms in
Italy), and (there I remained, and there Iam still,". he concluded, triumphantly.
AND THE MONEY ROLLED IN.

"It Is a wise composer who knows his
own publisher." I mused, "and then you
became rich and lived happily ever after-war-

as the s ssy!"
"My publisher made six millions and I

received three millions from "Pagltaccl "
announced Leoncavallo modestly, and he
heaved a sigh of contentment methought

"Did he mean lire or dollars?" I won
dered; there is a great difference, you
know. "And bow did you come to write
'Paxllacd'?" I asked.

"Oh, that Is simple." said Slgnor Leon-
cavallo, "when I was very young In
Paris I went to the circus; the tawdry,
garish, blzirre atmosphere Impressed me
with a feeling of sadness. I felt bow hard
It must be to go on being the down, the
harlequin and the Columbine, night after
night when perhaps the heart might be
breaking for want of a little love or
human understanding. That la how Pag- -
Ilaccl' was born." added the Maestro
simply.

'And your other operas, what of them!"
queried. "Why is It ths world only

knows of you because of one work!"

THE PENALTY OF POPULARITY
"That Is the penalty of earning the

fatal stamp of popularity," said Leon-c-

alio bitterly. "It Is the same with
Mascagnl and his Cavallerla Rustlcana.
In your country, once a work wins popu-
lar approval It Is that they will have,
and no other. My Zaza was given here
in the music balls last year, and ray
Boheme will be given In London next
year It Is wonderful how a music ball
audience responds to good music"

The naivete of the composer was de
lightful as he msde the last remark.

I - x i i

POUF! THE GREAT, MAESTRO BLEW THE IMAGINARY MASSENET
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I WAITED FOR THE

"And what do you think of the Ameri-
can voice!' I asked.

"I admire it greatly." he answered en-

thusiastically. "The American singer u
rapidly coming to the front It is be-
cause, I think, the Americans are such
an Intelligent race. They learn quickly,
and they retain what is taught them.
And the Americans are a critical nation,
they have always Imported to their
shores the greatest artists In the world.
so they set a standard for the budding
American singer that Is the highest to
attain. I knew Sibyl Sanderson before
ber debut In Paris, ard I often encour-
aged her in her hours of depression.
There was a rare artist" be murmured,
regretfully.

"And what what do you think of Rag-
time!" I demanded briskly, warming to
my task. V

"Ragtime!" sighed the Maestro, and
his crlgnt little eyes sun eyed me sadly,
not without reproof, while his voice ex-

pressed the mild contempt he dared not
otherwise expose owing to his native po-

liteness.
"It Is not music at all It Is It Is

OFF. THE ALM OF HIS MAND,
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8T0RM TO BLOW OVER.

merely a violent noise; but, of course. It
Is compatible with all the Inflict of
your race for yft have violent pleas-
ures, do you not! Your 'chute the
chutes.' for Instance: no one but an
American would have Invented that
Alas! It has even Invaded Italy. No,
Rajrtlme as the expression of certain
characteristics of a nation may perhaps
be Interesting to the student of psycho-
logical development of a people but mu-

sic it Is not"
And tnen, resuming with accumulating

Intensity: "Take, Madame, the beautiful
folk songs of my country, or even of the
Celtic races the longing, the melancholy,
the despair It is of these qualities musts
should be colored. Now. where Is thi
pain or the passion in your Ragtime!"
He turned on me so fiercely with this
final shaft of disapproval that I felt in
danger of being "pouffed" into space
along with the departed Mr. Massenet
and his music But I hdd tight and per-

sisted. .
TOILERS FOR PLEASURE.

"But Mr. Leoncavallo, you forget on
of Ragtime's ingredients Is a good lauga
or two Don't you think that Is a tonlo
for the weary r

The Maestro pondered for a moment
then bis features relaxed Into the most
tolerant the most childlike of smiles.
"Ah, you Americans how hard you. work
to make yourselves gay happy I"

I fdt I must get back to music else
our relations would become strained, so I
asked hastily: "Were you a great nt

of Bach!" remembering that that is1

the conventional thins to say.
"Not so much aa of Corelll and Scar-

latti, the earlier masters." answered His
Composershlp.

"And Beethoven and Wagner," I began,
"do you"

Leoncavallo fairly snapped the names
from my lips. "The greatest! the great-
est!' be exclaimed, and bis secretary's
arms began to revolve again. "Wagner,
a universal genius, and Beethoven." the
Maestro's voice dropped to a reverential
whisper. "He was the giant muslo
builder of them alL He will live on when
we all are no more." be murmured sadly.

WORKING ON NEW GRAND OPERA

"What are your working hour!" I In-

quired Irrelevantly, thinking I should hate
to see Leoncavallo in tears.

"Ob, I have no set time for work." he
explained. "It depends where I am and
my environment At present I am en-

gaged on a new grand opera, and I practi-
cally work in all my spare time."

"And the name of that!"
"I am not at liberty to tell." replied

Leoncavallo, reprovingly. "The world will
know soon enough."

"And when do you go to my land
again!"

"An. I hope to goto the land of le vltt
dejeuner (quick lunch) next April," said
be playfully, and added. ' If all goes well

with my work In this country, I shall
take Jlngare there and perhaps" The
composer's eyes twinkled.

"The new opera? I exclaimed, know-
ingly.

"No, no," he hastened to correct me;
"only a wife. ' be explained, plaintively.

"Oh!" I chirped, with polite sympathy.
-- How charmlngl " I felt the obvious thUH

to do was to extend then and there a
to my fatherland in my best draw-

ing room manner, and, fearing the inter
view was versing on ua uouiesuc. j.

ased
"And-- the modern composers whose

music would you rather listen to!"
--To my own." he admitted without hesi-

tation. "I must say that It gives me much

pleasure to bear my own works on the
orchestra."

TIME FOR HI8 TURN.

I fdt myself growing more and more
attached to this child of combined egoism
and simplicity, and I think perhaps your
Aunt Kate might have reached the con-

fiding stage, when buzz went the bell, and
the callboy yelled outside the door. "Leon-
cavallo's Act next please." and the great
composer, seemingly unconscious of the
incongruity of it all, heaved himself pa-

tiently from his chair. I reluctantly arose
as well, saying:

"Just one more question. Maestro what
about the women composers of the world!"

"Ah, Madame," exdaimed Slgnor
regretfully, "there are no great

women composers your Ethel Smyth

stands first I think."
"Are you a musician!" be Inquired, as

we were shaking hands. "Do you com-

pose a little, perhaps!"
"Urn m m not exacuy at least joa

wouldn't think so. There is one thing I
can compose rather well." I added, some-

what modestly.
"Yes!" urged Slgnor Leoncavallo, with

solicitous Interest
"A lullaby." I said airily. "All women

can at some time or other, you know." I
added vaguely, as the door dosed upon
me.

Xjwonder what the Maestro thought.!
'meant
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